CHRONOMETERS

ear and was chagrined; somewhere, he felt, there had been
cheating.

Our march the next day only lasted for three hours. The
Badawin straggled out from the first and spoke of com-
panions in the rear who had not caught up with us from
yesterday. The reason was obvious. Here we were back in
the Istah where there was good pasture while the way before
us to Shisur - and a bare palm was held before me to
indicate its barrenness - was hungry going. Impatient to
get on to the sands, I had hoped to make a good day's
march, but that suggestion found small favour. The
traveller in the great desert soon discovers that the welfare
of the camel is the supreme consideration. Starts and halts
are normally determined by the quality of the grazing.
Fodder is almost more important than water, for the camel
can carry a load for a week and more without water, but
food is a daily want. The European accustomed to a
programme, a time to start, a time to halt, a time to eat and
an expectation of a certain average daily mileage, gets a
rude shock. The son of these barren marches subordinates
everything to the efficiency of his transport - the health of
his camel. Camp over good pasture with water at hand and
he will not leave it; come upon a few verdant bushes at
noonday, and, though the hot sun is striking down, he will
dally for an hour; arrive at sunset after a gruelling day in
the saddle and if the pasture does not please him he will
insist on riding on, indifferent to fatigue.

And so, to-day, it was with a sad heart I had to couch
my camel at a miserable seven or eight miles from last
night's camping ground. I went off at once with my rifle
into the wadi jungle. There were traces of a wolf, and marks
of fox, hare and gazelle, but the afternoon proved barren.
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